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That grim one in grip: yet to me was it given,
That the wretch there, the monster, with point

might I reach,
With my bill of the battle, and the war-race off

bore
The mighty mere-beast through the hand that

was mine.

X. BEOWULF MAKES AN END OF HIS
TALE OF THE SWIMMING. WEALH-
THEOW, HROTHGAR'S QUEEN, GREETS
HIM; AND HROTHGAR DELIVERS TO
HIM THE WARDING OF THE HALL.

THUS oft and oft over the doers of evil
They threaten'd me hard; thane-service I
did them                                                seo

With the dear sword of mine, as forsooth it was

meet,

That nowise of their fill did they win them the joy
The evil fordoers in swallowing me down,
Sitting round at the feast nigh the ground of the

sea.

Yea rather, a morning-tide, mangled by sword-edge
Along the waves' leaving up there did they lie
Lulfd asleep with  the  sword,   so   that   never
sithence
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